"No, no, that's dear," he would say in an undertone, "but
maybe there'll be something here."
And then he would begin turning over thin pamphlets, song-
books, almanacs; these were all very cheap.
"But why do you want to buy those? " I asked him. "They
are all awful rubbish."
"Oh, no," he answered. "No, you only look what good
little books there are here. They are very, very good little
books!"
And the last words he brought out in such a plaintive sing-
song that I fancied he was ready to cry with vexation at the
good books being so dear, and iii another moment a tear would
drop from his pale cheeks on. his red nose. I asked him whether
he had plenty of money.
"Why, here," the poor fellow pulled out at once all his
money wrapped up in a piece of greasy newspaper. "Here
there's half a rouble, a twenty-kopeck piece and twenty
kopecks in copper."
I carried mm off at once to my second-hand bookseller.
"Here, these eleven volumes cost only thirty-two roubles
and a half; I have thirty; put your two and a half to it and we
will buy all these books and give them to him together."
The old man was beside himself with delight, he shook out
all his money, and the bookseller piled aU our purchased
volumes upon him. The old man stuffed volumes in all his
pockets, carried them in both hands and under his arms and
bore them all off to his home, giving me his word to bring them
all to me in secret next day.
Next day the old man came to see his son, spent about an
hour with him as usual, then came in to us and sat down beside
me with a very comical mysterious air. Rubbing his hands in
proud delight at being in possession of a secret, he began with
a smile by telling me that all the books had been conveyed
here unnoticed and were standing in a corner in the kitchen
under Matrona's protection. Then the conversation naturally
passed to the day we were looking forward to; the old man
talked at length of how we would give our present, and the
more absorbed he became in the subject the more apparent
it was to me that he had something in his heart of which he
could not, dared not, speak, which, in fact, he was afraid to
put into words. I waited and said nothing. The secret joy,
the secret satisfaction which I had readily discerned at first
in his strange gestures and grimaces and the winking of his